
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
A Call to Destiny

(The Call of the Rose Series)

By Chanelle Nash







Copyright @2017 Chanelle Nash

Distributed by Smashwords

All Rights Reserved

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to any
persons living or dead is a complete coincidence.

No part of this book is to be copied in any way, without
the prior authorisation of the author.






Edited by K. Bet

Cover Design by Chanelle Nash







For my Mum and Daddy

Love you both loads












Table of Contents






Chapter
One

Chapter
Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter
Four

Chapter
Five

Chapter
Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter
Nine

Chapter
Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

Chapter
Twenty-One

Chapter
Twenty-Two

Chapter
Twenty-Three

Chapter
Twenty-Four

Chapter
Twenty-Five

Chapter
Twenty-Six

Chapter
Twenty-Seven

Chapter
Twenty-Eight

Chapter
Twenty-Nine

Chapter
Thirty

Chapter
Thirty-One

Chapter
Thirty-Two

Chapter
Thirty-Three

Chapter
Thirty-Four

Chapter
Thirty-Five

Chapter
Thirty-Six

Chapter
Thirty-Seven

Chapter
Thirty-Eight

Chapter
Thirty-Nine

Chapter
Forty

Chapter
Forty-One

Chapter
Forty-Two

Chapter
Forty-Three

Chapter
Forty-Four

Dear
Reader

Acknowledgements and Notable Mentions

About The
Author

Other
Books







Chapter One






Jessica walked up the dark path towards the six-bedroom house
that had been in her family for generations. Tall sycamore trees
lined the path
on one side, and horse-chestnut trees lined
the other. The trees were centuries old, all of which were
overgrown. They gave the path an eerie look to it during the
daylight hours, and at night it was just
downright spooky.

Why she decided to wait until the evening to come to the
house, she didn’t know. It had always scared her to walk the path,
which was more like an
extended driveway. Memories flooded her mind
taking her back to when she was younger with her brother and two
sisters while they played along the path near the house.
They use to collect conkers or try to catch the fruit from the
sycamore as it fell from the tree like helicopters.

Jessica looked up at the house as she walked steadily closer
to it. She could hear the squelch of the wet leaves under
her knee-high
black leather boots. Her blue jeans were getting
wet in the process. There had always been at least one family
member living in the house at all times. The last resident was her
Great Uncle Theodore who had recently passed away. Jessica’s
brother Jordan, who was five years older than her, had been in
the process of moving into the house before their uncle, but
nothing had come of it. In fact, she didn’t even know what had
happened to her brother. He had one day just disappeared. It was
like he had vanished off the face of the earth. Her mother had said
not to worry about it that he probably just needed some time
to himself.

She pushed the thought of her brother out of her mind as she
made it to the front door. Hunting around in her
handbag for what seemed like forever, she finally found the keys.
Looking up at the white painted door, she took note of the
stained-glass window with a picture of a rosebud in it. Jessica
looked at the rose with a puzzled expression. She could have sworn
the rose was in bloom the last time she saw it. Shrugging it off as
a mistaken childhood memory she opened the door.

Jessica stood in the middle of what you would think was a
grand entrance to a mansion. It had changed a lot since she had
last been there. The once polished wooden floor now looked to be
made of marble. Tilting her head up toward the ceiling, there as
she remembered, was a sparkling crystal chandelier. To complete
the ambience
of the room, there was a beautifully polished
grand staircase. Matching bannisters lined the stairs and ran all
the way around the edge leaving an open hallway. Jessica remembered
coming out of her designated bedroom many times and peering over
the railing and into the hall below.

She
glanced around at her surroundings. To her left was the archway to
the living room and directly opposite was an archway to the dining
room and large kitchen. Looking at the floor of the entrance,
Jessica guessed her Uncle had done some renovating. She got quite
excited about discovering what else had been changed within the
house. Yawning loudly into the empty room Jessica decided she would
investigate after she had gotten some sleep. It had been a long
train ride from Scotland.

Chucking her rucksack on her back, she headed up the
stairs to the room that had always been hers when she
stayed.
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Jessica woke a short time later to the
song ‘Hungry like the Wolf.’ Looking over at the
bedside
table she grabbed
her mobile phone to answer it.

“Rise and shine
sleepy head.” It
was Jessica’s best friend, Charlotte.

“I’m up, but I refuse to shine,”
Jessica replied rubbing her eyes.

“That’s my girl, always a grumpy
bum in the mornings. I take it you got to the mansion alright
then?”

“It’s not a mansion,” Jessica
said bluntly to her friend.

“You keep telling yourself that
darling. I’ve been there, remember? The place is like the bloody
Tardis. It looks like a two-story cottage on the outside, but go
inside, and it’s a small mansion,” teased Charlotte.
“anyway I will be leaving the flat in an hour to get to your
Tardis— I mean Mansion—I mean…. oh, stuff it your ancestral home. So, I will see you
soon,” chuckled Charlotte.

“You’ve been watching Doctor Who
again, haven’t you?” It wasn’t really a question. Jessica knew she had
been.

“Well yeah. Always,” Charlotte said with
a laugh.

“Don’t forget my boys, I
haven’t seen
them in a week,” Jessica said before her friend could hang
up.

“Well, that’s what happens when you work
away. Don’t worry, I won’t forget the boys. It’s going to be fun
trying to get two Alsatians to sit still while I drive down the
motorway. I just hope they will fit in my car,” Charlotte
replied.

“I’m sure you will work
something out, see you when you get here.”

Jessica hung up the phone, giggling to
herself. She could imagine her friend trying to get Fane and
Decebel into the mini. She had named them after her favourite
characters in a book series which she had been reading when
she got them.

She sat up in
her four-poster
double bed, getting reacquainted with the old room. Looking around
she realised it hadn’t changed at all from when she was there six
years ago, her grandparents had still been alive then and the room
looked exactly how she had remembered it. Lilac velvet curtains hung on
the windows over some lace curtains which had fairies on them. The
walls had dark purple wallpaper on the bottom half and were painted lilac on the
top half. A white border of velvet spirals separated the two halves. She smiled as
she noticed the Duran Duran posters that were still spread
throughout the room. Most of the posters she noticed were of John Taylor and Simon Le Bon.

“Ten points
for guessing
who my favourites are,” she said as she climbed out of bed.

Emerging from the
bathroom sometime later, Jessica checked her watch. She still had a little
bit of time before Charlotte would arrive. So, with that in
mind,
she
headed down to the
kitchen to make a coffee. She decided to grab her
rucksack
as she left the
room.

When she walked
into the
kitchen,
she found most of
it had changed. The kitchen counters were now what looked like
marble, and the floor had pearl coloured tiles. The cupboards had black
acrylic doors, and the appliances were all black to match.

“Very posh,” she thought
aloud.

Placing her rucksack on the counter, she proceeded to take out the coffee,
milk and sugar she had grabbed on her way to the house. She
had grabbed it just in case there was no food in the house when she got
there. Opening the fridge and cupboards as she went she was
surprised to find that they were full of food and all of it was
fresh. She guessed her parents had been at the house quite
recently. Her mother always liked to leave the cupboards full.
Putting the kettle on, she pulled her phone out of her pocket and
dialled.

“Hello?” a voice answered on the second
ring.

“Hey Mum, how have you and Dad been?”
Jessica asked.

“We’re goo,
sweetheart,” her
mother replied.

“That’s good….um mum, have you
been to Rose Manor lately?”

There was a pause for a minute before her
mother asked. “Why?”

“Well, the cupboards are full and
—”

“You’re at the house?” her
mother asked cutting her off. Her voice had a note of panic in
it.

“Yeah, I told you I was going to
be moving here when we spoke at Uncle Theodore’s funeral,” Jessica
said as she put the coffee and sugar into her Cliff Richard mug.
“Is there a problem with me living here?”

There was another long pause. “No
sweetheart I just didn’t think it would be so soon. Are you there
on your own?” her mother asked remembering what happened with
Jordan.

“At the moment I am.
Charlotte is on her
way up here with my boys.”

“That’s good. How long will
Charlotte be staying?” she asked sounding relieved.

“A couple of days
at the moment but
that could change, you know how she hates being on her
own.”

“Yep. Your father and I have seen quite a
lot of her this week while you’ve been in Scotland.”

Jessica laughed.
It didn’t
surprise her to hear that. The flat that she shared with Charlotte
in London was a fifteen-minute walk from her parent’s
house.

“So, what do you girls plan on
doing for the day?” her mother asked.

“Well I was going to do some
food shopping, but the cupboards are all full. We still might head to the
shops anyway to get some stuff for Fane and Decebel. It all depends on
if Charlotte forgets to bring anything with her,” Jessica
replied.

“Sounds like fun. So, what fun
stuff have you got planned for tonight?”

“Oh, you know us eat lots of
popcorn and chocolate while washing it down with coke and watching
gorgeous hunky guys on TV.”

“So, a normal night for you two
then,” her mother replied, laughing.

“Pretty much,” Jessica replied
with a sigh. “Have you heard from Jordan at all?” she asked
changing the subject.

“No sweetie.
Don’t worry
I’m sure he will be home soon.”

“You have been saying that since
he disappeared.”

“He didn’t disappear,” her
mother said sternly.

“Yeah right!
Nobody but
you and Dad has heard from him in five years.”

“He has a lot of soul searching
to do.”

“I’ll give him soul searching,
next time I see him.”

“I bet you will,” her mother
said chuckling to herself.

“Mum, I’m sorry to cut this
short, but I really have to go.”

“So soon?” she asked,
surprised.

“I really need a
pee.”

“Oh, alright then. I had better
let you go, love you.”

“Love you too.” With that,
Jessica hung up the phone and bolted up the stairs.







 Chapter
Two






“She’s just a devil woman
with evil on
her mind, beware –” Jessica sung to the empty house.

“Stop singing that crap,” said a
voice through the letterbox.

With a big smile on her
face,
Jessica opened the
front door. She replied looking at her friend, “Don’t you dare be
dissing the Cliff man.”

Charlotte feigned shock as she placed her
hand on her chest and replied, “As if I would.”

Giggling at her friend, Jessica pulled her
into a tight embrace. Suddenly Jessica and Charlotte were knocked
over as Fane and Decebel tried to make a fuss of her. Smiling she
stroked them both before climbing to her feet.

“So how was the drive?” she
asked Charlotte.

“Fast. The motorway was clear although I did
get some funny looks. I think that was mostly due to the fact I had
two massive dogs in my small car.”

“I don’t know,” Jessica said looking her
friend over. “Have you seen what you’re wearing? I mean that bright
pink tank top. It's bloody freezing, and you’re wearing that. I am getting cold just
looking at you.”

Charlotte looked down
at what she had
chosen to wear that morning. White shorts and the above mentioned
pink tank top. What had she been thinking? “I guess I was thinking
of somewhere hot when I got dressed,” she said
half-heartedly.

“Or someone, knowing you,”
Jessica said leading them into the kitchen.

“Cheeky cow,” Charlotte said looking back
at the front door distractedly. “Didn’t that rose have
petals?”

When Jessica reached the
kitchen, she threw the jumper which was hanging on the back of the chair
to her friend on her way to open the back door to the garden to let
her dogs out. Turning around she gasped when she noticed the jumper
her friend had on. It belonged to her brother. Jessica was puzzled,
she didn’t understand how her brother’s jumper came to be sitting
on the back of the chair. Had he been there lately? Taking a closer
look at the jumper, she realised it just so happened to be the
jumper that Charlotte had given him. The one she
gave
to him at the
Christmas before he went on his, “soul search,” as their mother had
put it. She was surprised Charlotte hadn’t noticed.

“Wow, this room has hell changed
since I was last here,” Charlotte said rubbing her hands over the front
of the jumper.

“I know right,” Jessica replied
heading to the kettle to make them a coffee. “I got here rather
late last night, so I
haven’t had a good look around yet. I was going to do that
today, but I thought I would wait until you got here knowing how nosey
you can sometimes be.”

“You know me so
well. It will
be just
like a
little adventure,” Charlotte said with a wicked grin crossed her face. Jessica could also
see the calculating gleam in her eyes.

“No,” Jessica said to her friend as she
opened her mouth to say something.

“What?” said Charlotte stunned.
“I didn’t say anything.”

“You were going to,
and
the answer is no.”
Jessica knew which room her friend wanted to start with during
their look around. Her heart sank at the look of sadness that
crossed her friends face. Handing Charlotte the mug of coffee she
had just made her she asked, “So which room would you like to stay
in? Or is that a silly question.” Jessica smiled as she watched her
friends face light up. It really was a silly question.

The two women sat around the
dining room table. Jessica giggled as she watched Charlotte wiggle her bum on
the sheepskin chairs trying to get comfortable as if they weren’t comfy
enough to start with. Tracing shapes on the glass top
table,
she watched her
friend stare out the back door. If she knew Charlotte, she was no doubt staring at
nothing when a dreamy look crossed her face. Charlotte always
had a
specific look come over her, and Jessica knew straight away what or should she say
whom her friend was thinking about. She had been so caught
up with her own emotions about her brother leaving it had never
occurred to her how his disappearance had affected
Charlotte.

At that moment, Jessica felt like
a terrible
friend. She didn’t
deserve Charlotte as a friend. The look on her face said that
wherever her thoughts had taken her, she was starting to get upset.
Tapping her friend's arm to get her attention she said, “You know what we
need?”

“Chocolate,” Charlotte
automatically said.

“Chocolate,
seriously?”

“What? I always need chocolate,” Charlotte
said innocently.

“Is that before or after the
perve session that I have a planned?”

“What, not during?” Charlotte
asked totally shocked at the prospect. “That’s not going to be a
good perve session. You can’t have a good perve session without
chocolate, ice cream, trifle, chocolate mousse, cake, oh and
crisps,” she mused while counting the items off on her fingers as
she said them.

Jessica smiled at her
friend.

“I knew that would
work,” she
said mostly to herself.

“What would work?” Charlotte
asked.

“Nothing,” Jessica said smiling
as she led her friend out of the room. “Come on you, let’s go get
the stuff out of the car before we get too comfortable in front of
a nice warm fire and forget all about it.”


 Chapter
Three






Jessica sat on a rug in the living room in
front of the fireplace. A fire was crackling in the hearth which
added a warm glow to the room. Leaning up against the settee she stroked Fane
and Decebel who were lying on either side of her. Her best friend
Charlotte was off to her left by the television laying on a blanket
reading. “What are you reading?”

“There and Now,” Charlotte replied. She
tilted onto her side to show Jessica the front cover before lying
back down on her stomach.

“Is it any good?” Jessica
asked.

Without looking up from
her book, Charlotte replied, “Absolutely and that Jonathan Fortner, I
would so have him.”

“You are such a
perv, you know that?” Jessica pointed out to her
friend.

Charlotte sat up and faced her
friend.

“I guess you didn’t think that
about those characters you named your dogs after.”

“That’s not the point,” Jessica
replied staring at the flames. She was avoiding the glare she knew
her friend would be giving her.

“You just won’t
admit that you’re
just as big a perv as me,” Charlotte said.

“If I am, it’s only because
you’re a bad influence.”

Charlotte’s response was a laugh. “I got
that Pink song in my head now, lordy, lordy, lordy I can’t help it
I like to party, it’s genetic —”

“No, it’s not,” Jessica said
interrupting her friend before she got the chance to get up and
start dancing and singing at the top of her lungs. Extremely badly.
“So, my friend who can’t sing. What are we going to do
tonight?”

“Watch Doctor
Who,”
Charlotte replied with a big grin.

“Again, But we haven’t long finished
watching Doctor Who.”

“I love Doctor
Who.”

“Ok then so which
one... Eccleston, Tennant or Smith?”

“Does it matter? I’d have all of them as
well.”

“In your dreams.”

“Every night baby,” Charlotte
replied grinning like a Cheshire cat.

Jessica rolled her eyes at her
friend. “How about we start off with the first episode and go from
there?”

“Sounds good,” Charlotte replied
going back to reading her book.

Jessica decided to watch a bit
of regular telly to pass the time, before the evening's Doctor Who marathon they were
planning to have. They had already watched a couple of the episodes
that had Jack in them. Jessica liked him, so she wasn’t complaining. Turning on the
television with the remote, she started flicking
channels.

“Oi, put that back,” blurted
Charlotte. Apparently, someone on a television show had caught her
attention.

“What?” Jessica said startled.
She hadn’t even been paying attention to what was on the screen as
she flicked the channels. Flicking the channel back, Jessica found
the station Charlotte was referring too. “Power Rangers, are you
kidding me?”

“What?” Charlotte said
innocently.

“Please tell me why I currently
have The Power Rangers blaring out of my television?”

“Tommy... Duh,” Charlotte said looking at her friend
like she should know that already.

“You still like him?”

“Hell yeah, he is so
yummy.”

“You so need a boyfriend.”

“Well if the object of my desire
would notice me….”

“Let’s not go there,” Jessica
said. She knew exactly who the object of her friend’s desire was.
Jessica thought it rather funny that Charlotte still hadn’t
realised she had that person’s jumper on. If Jessica hadn’t already
gotten used to Charlotte's behaviour where her brother was concerned she would be
totally grossed out.

“That’s it! Enough
perv
sessions for you.
It’s like you have a homing beacon or something,” she said as she
stood up and turned off the television.

Jessica couldn’t help but smile at the
disappointed look on her friends’ face. She even had the pouty
bottom lip happening.

“Come on let’s go get some
dinner sorted before we start on the junk food.”

“Don’t forget the
chocolate,”
Charlotte said as she followed Jessica out the room.







 Chapter
Four






Jessica woke the next
morning and
smiled at her friend still sleeping next to her. It had been so
late by the time they had finished watching their Doctor Who
marathon they both decided to sleep in her bed like
they
did when they were
younger and sort out a room for Charlotte in the morning. Jessica
slowly pulled the covers off herself, climbed out of bed and headed
to the bathroom.

Emerging sometime later showered and
dressed she noticed that Charlotte was sitting up
on
the bed writing in
her dream journal. “Was my brother invading your dreams
again?”

Charlotte jumped at the sound of Jessica’s voice as
she was so engrossed in writing she hadn’t heard her come out of
the bathroom. “Yep,” she replied looking at her friend.

“Well going by the smile on your
face, I’m guessing it was a good dream.” She smiled as Charlotte
nodded with a cheesy grin on her face. “I’m going to get breakfast
started. I’ll see you when you get down there,” Jessica shouted
over her shoulder as she left the room.

“I’ll be down soon. I just have
to finish writing this while I remember it,” Charlotte said as she
went back to her dream journal.
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Jessica patted her stomach as
she put the last dish away. She felt stuffed after the full English breakfast
they had just polished off. She looked over at Charlotte sitting at the table. The
look on her face said she was itching to get their house exploring
started. Jessica couldn’t blame her. Even though she knew the only
room Charlotte cared about was Jordan’s. As much as Jessica didn’t
want to go in there, she couldn’t pass up the chance. She had never been allowed
in any of the other bedrooms except her parents or
grandparents.

A devilish
smile
crossed her face when she thought Nanny wasn’t here to stop her
now. She looked over at Charlotte who was staring at the look on
her face.

“What you smiling about?”
Charlotte asked peering at her friend

“I was just thinking. I actually
get to fully explore this house,” Jessica said while putting the
kettle on.

“I know, what’s your
point?”

“My Nan ain't here to stop me,” Jessica replied, her
grin getting even wider.

“Ah, I get it now,” Charlotte
replied as understanding dawned on her.

When she finished making
their coffees, Jessica picked up the cups and headed for the table. She
placed the cups down and took the seat opposite her
friend.

“So, which room should we start
with?”

“How about the attic and work
our way down,” Charlotte suggested.

“What!” Jessica looked at her
friend totally dumbfounded.

“You thought I was going to say
Jordan’s room. Didn’t you?” Charlotte asked, pleased that she
had utterly
stunned her
friend.

“I did actually.
I know you where my
brother is concerned, you’re obsessed.”

“What can I say, he is the one
that my heart has chosen. Besides, I did think of Jordan’s room first,
but
then I figured,
save the best till last,” Charlotte explained with a big smile on
her face.

“I knew there was a catch to
it,” Jessica
said with a smile. “Come on, let’s get this party started,” she
said while polishing off the last of her coffee.

When Jessica reached the
top of the
house,
she opened the door
to the attic. At first glance, she felt like she was about to walk onto the set
of Charmed. As she ventured further into the room, she noticed that it seemed to be
divided. One side had the usual old family items that were stored
away in the wooden cabinets along the wall. That side of the room
looked somewhat new as if the cabinets were a recent addition.

The other side of the room had
the complete opposite feel and look to it. There were display
cabinets that had glass doors that slid across. Different shaped
jars and containers were on the shelves. Off to the side was a
table with a small camp stove that had a large black bowl on it. Phials were placed neatly on the table away
from the bowl. Jessica’s attention was drawn to the large book stand
that resembled the ones the bible sat on in a church. A huge leather bound book sat closed on
the stand. She headed straight for it as curiosity got the better of
her.

“What is this?” she asked. She
held the book up to show Charlotte.

“That would be a
grimoire.”

“A what?” Jessica said as she placed the
book back on its resting place.

“A grimoire, commonly known as a
book of shadows.”

“And what the hell is that when
it’s at home?”

“It’s a spell
book,”
Charlotte answered giving Jessica a puzzled look. “Did we watch the
same charmed episodes or were you too preoccupied with the blokes
on the show?”

“But that’s just a television
show.”

“Some parts of
television shows
are based on some fact or myth, like supernatural for example,”
Charlotte replied while heading to the cabinets with the jars on
them.

“So why did you call the book of shadows
a grimoire?”

“Because that’s what it’s
called.”

“How would you know?”

Charlotte looked at her friend. “What, you
think I work in a new age shop and know nothing?”

“I thought you owned
it.”

“I do, but I still work there,”
Charlotte said looking at her friend like she was an
idiot.

“I saw that look,” Jessica
said.

“Well don’t say stupid things
and you won’t get the-you’re an idiot look,” Charlotte responded as she resumed looking
at the jars and containers. Jessica walked over to her
friend.

“Ok smart arse, what are these for?” she
asked motioning to the jars.

“The herbs are for… I’m guessing
the spells in the book you were looking at.”

“What no lambs heart, or newt’s
eyes?” Jessica asked sarcastically thinking this was all a big
joke.

Charlotte gave her a filthy
look. “No,
that is dark magic. This all seems to be good magic.”

“What’s the
difference?”
Jessica asked with genuine curiosity.

“The purpose in which they are
used for of course. Basically, dark magic is all about causing harm
to someone and what benefits the spell has for the person casting
it. It usually requires blood for the spell to succeed. Good magic
is more like being in harmony with ones-self and everything around
them. The magic is not used to harm anybody, it is used to heal.
There is more to it, but I will leave it at that for now,” said Charlotte
noticing the glazed look on her friend’s face. “So, who is the
witch in your family?”

“Stuffed if I know.
I never knew this
stuff was up here,” Jessica replied. She spotted a large trunk
under a rather picturesque arched window. “What do you think is in
that?”

“In what?” Charlotte asked
looking over to where her friend was headed. “I would think it’s
full of old documents, most probably on your family.”

“Sweet, let’s take a look.”
Jessica gathered up the trunk and examined it. “Blast it!” she said
with frustration.

“What is it?” Charlotte
asked.

“It’s locked. We will just have
to take it downstairs and have a look for the key later,” Jessica said trying to get
a better grip on the box. “And a keyhole.”

“Why not look
for the key now?”
Charlotte asked.

“If we find the key and there is
interesting stuff in here, then we will get caught up with that and
not finish our house exploring,” Jessica said triumphantly.

“Good point. I didn’t think of
that,” Charlotte said as she followed Jessica out the
room.



 Chapter
Five


After exploring the other
rooms which
were usually off limits to them Jessica and Charlotte noticed that
you could quickly tell who they belonged to. ‘Take That’ posters all over the
walls in the room that had been Janice’s’ and Joanne’s room was
covered with posters of the group Steps and Billie
Piper.

The girls then entered a large room that
stretched to the ceiling of the house. This was clearly the library. Jessica remembered
it being bigger. Shelves of books lined the walls from floor to roof. The
room was separated by a small balcony. Gold trim metal rails lined
the balcony down to the small spiral staircase. Downstairs there was a sliding
ladder which could be wheeled around the room to access all the
books. Upstairs wasn’t as high and only had a two-step ladder to
reach the top shelf. Jessica and Charlotte started browsing
the bookshelves and noticed the usual library selection.

Jessica grabbed
Charlotte's
arm suddenly, “The
restricted area.”

“Oh, hell yeah,” Charlotte
replied noticing the gleam in her friends’ eye.

“Do you remember where it is
from that summer you came across it and my Nan stopped us going in
there?” Jessica asked.

Charlotte looked upstairs to
the end of the shelf of books at the wooden door that blended in so well a
person would miss it if they didn’t know it was there. Without a
second thought, both the girls charged up the spiral staircase.
They were always amazed at how it didn’t collapse under their
weight, especially with how fragile it looked.

Once the girls reached the
door, Jessica slowly opened it. She had never been in the room
before, so she didn’t know what to expect.

Walking into the
room,
she stopped dead in
her tracks with a slightly disappointed look on her face. “Is this it?”

“What did you
expect?”
Charlotte asked stopping next to her friend.

“A little more than this,”
Jessica said motioning around the small room. “I mean seriously,
one desk with what looks like an old oil lamp on it, one shelf of
books and two armchairs.”

“This room looks as old as the
house may
be the books
are too?” Charlotte suggested.

“Well going by the dust
everywhere I would say nobody came in here very much, if at all,”
Jessica said looking at the thick layer of dust covering
everything.

“I’m going to get a duster, back
in a tick,”
Charlotte said as she walked out of the room.

“Ok,” Jessica replied heading
for the bookshelf. She noticed that for such a small room it was
bright. The tiny square window that the desk sat in front of
producing
an ample amount of
light which encompassed the room quite nicely. She stopped once she reached the
bookshelf and noticed the books looked ancient but sturdy. She
was rather relieved at that. The last thing she wanted was to pick one
up and have it crumble in her hands.

She was so engrossed in checking out the
condition of the books that she jumped when Charlotte tapped her on
the shoulder.

“So… anything interesting?”
Charlotte asked.

“I don’t know yet.
I haven’t started
reading book titles,” Jessica replied. She read the titles out loud
to Charlotte “Alderon, The Last High Fae, The Daughters of Alderon,
The Four Prominent Witch Families, Princess Christina of the Fae,
Richard King of the Elves, Prince Jordan of the Elves.”

“That might have been where your Mum got his
name,” Charlotte suggested.

“Knock yourself out,” Jessica
said as she grabbed the polish and duster from her friend. “You
have a look, they sound more up your alley than mine.”

“Why because one of them
mentioned
witches?”

“Yep and you own a shop that
sells spell books and stuff.”

“Fine, I will. Make a cuppa when you’re done
dusting?”

“What did your last slave die of?”

“She hasn’t yet,” Charlotte said
grinning at her friend as she headed towards the books Jessica was
just looking at. Grabbing a couple, she sat on one of the
armchairs
Jessica had just
dusted. She placed the books on her lap and flipped open the top book
and started to skim read it. Charlotte skimmed through each book
putting it aside when she found nothing of real interest.
Halfway
through the
pile,
she stopped.
“That’s odd.”

“What is?” Jessica asked.

“Well this book isn’t finished,”
Charlotte said while showing Jessica the blank pages.
“Look.”

“What is that one
called?”

“This one would be… Prince
Jordan of the Elves. I have to feel sorry for him.”

“Why?”

“Well, the book starts off with this
character named Jordan who falls through a mirror into another
realm. He is then kidnapped by his evil uncle for his power. He
doesn’t even know he has any powers. He gets tortured by his uncle
so he can gain his power, he gets rescued…” Charlotte said trailing
off in confusion.

“Charlotte, what is it?” Jessica asked
placing a hand on her friend’s arm. Charlotte looked at
Jessica.

“Well, the book seems to be a fantasy novel
especially mentioning elves and other realms. I seem to be getting
a Deja vu feeling while reading it like I dreamt it or something…you know before I
started up the dream journal.”

“Why would my grandmother have unfinished fantasy novels in a
section of the library we were never allowed in?”

Charlotte shrugged and
turned her
attention back to the book. Her eyes grew wide with shock as she
threw the book to the ground as though it had burned her. Jumping
up from the chair and knocking the rest of the books from her lap
she announced, “Coffee time,” and hurried out of the
room.

Jessica was shocked by her friend rushing
from the room. Shrugging it off, she knelt and slowly picked up the
books. She looked towards the shelves, and two names caught her attention. Shuffling
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